


LouesLtbour sloflu 

Ciovo. O Lord fir, it were pitcic you ihould get your lining 
bvreckningtir. 

' Ber. How much is it? 

Clew. O Lord fir, the parties thcmfclues, the aftorsfir will 
fliew where- vntill it doth amount ; for mine owne part, I am 
(as they fay, but to petrel one man in onepooreman) Pompton ' 
the great fir. 


Ber . Art thou one of the Worthies? 

Clow. Itpleafcd them to thinice me worthy of Pompey the 
great : for mine cwne part, I know not the degree of the Wot- 
thie, but I am to Hand for him, 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Clo, We will turne it finely off fir, wewill take lome care. 

King. Berowne, they will fliaine vs : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber. Wc arefhame.proofe my Lord: and ’tisfome politic, 
to haue one fiiew worfe then the Kings and his company. 

Kin. I fay they Qiall not come. 

d u . Nay my good Lord, let me ore.rale you now ; 
Tbatlport beft picafes, that doth lcall know how. 

Where Zeale ftriues to content, and thecontents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : 

Their forme confounded, makes moll forme in mirth, 

When great things labouring perilh in their birth, 

Ber. A right deicription olour fport my Lord. 

Enter Braggart. 

Brag. . Annoynted, 1 implore fo much expenee of thy ioyali 
fweet breath, as will vttcr a brace of words. 

Qh. Doth this man feruc God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

flu. He (peak’s not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag. That’s ail onc,my fatre fweet honie Monarch : For I 
proccft the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantaftical! : Too too 
vainc,too too vaine . But we will put it ( as they fay) to For* 
tuna del a guar , I wifli you the peace ot minde moft royal! 
complement, .... :* .irnosisbnV .-«v. . 

King. Here is like tobe a good prefence of Worthies; He 
prefents Hettor of Troy, the Syvaine Pompey the great, the 

Parifii 


Lodes Labours loft, 

Parilh Curate Alexander , sKrmadoes Page Hercules, the Pe- 
dant/#^;- Machabeus : And ifthefefoure Worthies in their 
fit A lhcw thtiue , thefe fourc will change habites, and prefect the 
other Hue. 

Ber, There is fine in the firftlhew* 

Kin. Youaredeceiued, tisnotfo. 

Ber. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hcdge-Pricft, the fook, 
and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 

Cannot pricke out fiucfuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The Ihip is vnder failc,and here Ihe comes amain* 

Enter Pompey. 

Clow, KPornpey am, 

Ber, You lie, you are not he. 

Clow, I Pompey am. 

Boy . With Libbardshead on knee. 

Ber. Well faid old mocker, 

I mu ft needs be friends with thee. 

Clow. I Bompey am, Bompey fur nam'd the big » 

T>u. The great. 

Clow. It is great fir : Pompey fur nam'd the great : 

T hat oft in field, with Targe and Shield, 

■did make my fee tofweat : 

csfnd trauelling along this coafi, I heere am come by chance. 

And lay my zslrmes before the legs of this fweet Lalfeef France* 

if your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey , I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tisnot fo much worth: but I hopcl wasperfeft. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

B er. My hat to a halfe-penie.Pompcy proues the beft Worthic, 
Enter Cur ate for e Alexander . 

C^r at. when in thewor Id I liu'd,I was the worlds Commander' 
3yEafi,Wefi, Tforth , & South , I fired my conquering might , 
A4y Scutcheon plaine declares that I am eAlifander. 

Boyet. Your nofc fay cs no, you are not : 

For it Hands too right. 

Ber, Your note fraelsno^in this moft tender fraelling Knight. 
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